THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

easiest climate and country in the world, and able
to stop when I liked and where I liked.

Stop I did; on the top of a hill which surveyed fields
(which looked good partridge-fields) and woods, which
seemed to offer, provided the keepers and beaters
got the birds up properly, good pheasant shooting. On
that summit I rested, at about twelve-thirty, and took
out of my pocket a hunk of bread and the last (if, indeed,
it was the last) of Aubrey's cold bacon.

#              *              *              *

Seated alone, with a world of downland and sky
around me, I found myself thinking of shooting. It was
August, and already in Scotland the annual campaign
had begun; men were standing in butts, all their senses
keyed up to animal intensity, and for months now the
whole island would ring with shots.

Suddenly remembering, I took from my pocket some
tattered scraps of paper which I had intermittendy
carried about with me for years whenever there seemed a
chance of leisure for concentration and completion, and
which I had deliberately brought with me this time. On
a sparkling November morning, starting early across the
uplands for a day's pheasant shooting, I had felt exalted
by the freshness of the earth, stopped the car, and
written down lines whose meaning was perhaps more
implicit than explicit:

Could something stir in the lines
Of the dark pines,
And the pale ponds,
And the fronds
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